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from him with a biscuit in the saucer. She said to herself: "He's
glad to have me here, I declare he is! Goodness, man! Why
didn't you think of it before ?"
"A cup of tea'll be just the thing for you, my lovely, before
your walk. No! don't 'ee move! Here! put it down on this."
He brought her a little stool, like a church hassock, and placed
it carefully by her side, giving one of her legs, as he did so, a
joyful squeeze.
With his own cup on the mantelpiece she felt him looking
down upon her, sitting there, with profound satisfaction. "Take
off your hat, my sweet/' he said. "God! I feel as I did last No-
vember when I first carried you off."
She balanced her cup on the not over-attractive stool and be-
gan to lift her hands to her head. Then she changed her mind.
"Oh, I can't bother," she said, "not now—but," and there was
a certain wistfulness in her tone, as if she besought him to for-
give her about the hat, "I'll take off my gloves—only I mustn't
forget them, like Nance!"
He stooped down, and she felt that it gave him a thrill of
pleasure to help her remove even these barriers. The minute
they were off he lifted one of her hands to his lips; and then,
bending down in front of her, pressed her knees together with
his bony fingers.
"God!" he mumbled again, "but I'm as pleased as Punch
to have you up here." Straightening his back again he remained
opposite her, watching her drink her tea. "Wizz, old girl," he
said. " Think of that first time I saw you in the caravan! We
weren't long in understanding each other, were we ?"
Her hand did not twitch as she held her cup, nor did the
slightest vibration of response run through her, but deep in her
heart this daughter of man cursed her Maker. Her curse was
a woman's curse, not as articulate as his would have been; but if
her Creator had possessed a human ear what he would have
heard would have been something like this. "Damn you, God,
for not fitting the love to the man!"
But D. suddenly hurried to the window and began rum-
maging in the drawer of his writing-table. "Thank the Lord!"
she heard him mutter. "It is here." And when he came back to
her side he thrust into her hand a tiny little roughly-taken
photograph, one of the kind that beach photographers take at
the seaside.

